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wine, and then advised her to write to the cardinal and in-
treat him to grant her an interview. She wrote, in French,
the following words: —
CI am an honest girl, Monseigneur, although masquerad-
ing in the disguise of an abbe. I implore your Eminence to
let me tell you my name in person. I hope that in the
greatness of your soul you will come to my assistance, and
my honour.5
'Tell him all, keep back nothing,' said I. CI am sure he
devise some means of helping you.3
As soon as the letter was despatched, I left her to go to
the barber's. I was only absent an hour, but when I returned
to my room she had disappeared. I dined with the cardinal,
but though I maintained a discreet silence I gathered from
the remarks made at table, that his Eminence had taken poor
Barbara under his protection. For two days I was without
news of her, then I learnt that Acquaviva had placed her,
at his expense, in a convent, where she was to remain until
she could leave it to become my friend's wife. Unfortu-
nately for me, the affair did not end here, the actors in the
drama were too well known for it to escape attention. In a
few days it became the talk of Rome, and there were not
wanting malicious tongues to insinuate that I had motives
of my own in coming to Barbara's aid. I took small notice
of this gossip, but what troubled me was that the cardinal
became less cordial to me.
At the beginning of Lent he sent for me, and said in a
very grave voice: cMy dear friend, the Dalacqua affair is
becoming exceedingly tiresome. People are saying that you
and I have profited by her folly and her lover's lack of
experience. In spite of my contempt for scandal, I cannot
brave it too openly, and I feel myself obliged to ask you to
leave Rome. I will find you an honourable pretext, and will
continue to show you all possible marks of my interest and
esteem. You are young, and should travel. Think what coun-

